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Robert Nichols 



A WANDERING THING 



The hopeless rain — a sigh, a shadow — 

Falters and drifts again, again over the meadow. 

It wanders lost, drifts hither .... thither; 

It blows, it goes, it knows not whither. 

A profound grief, an unknown sorrow 

Wanders always my strange life thoro'. 

I know not ever what brings it hither, 

Nor whence it comes .... nor goes it whither. 

Robert Nichols 



YOU DIED FOR DREAMS 

You're quiet; forgetful of the blind disaster 

That laid you here. You're quiet. Shall I tell then 

At whose word you went out saying, "O Master!" 

And with what strange beauty your dying blessed your 
men? 

You're quiet; oh, so still and pale and quiet, 

You who were ruddy, and the quickest, and so strong. 

I shall tell them, I think, after this riot, 

That you died for dreams because the world is wrong. 

Arthur L. Phelps 
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